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WELTTEN YoR THE sent frem 1he cheeks-no longer chubby; the golden kajr had chaln and seems to be calliug to -
SUADAY BEFLBLIC losi Its color, end most of it had fallen out her to come out and romp as &he —

UT IN WELLS And the right arm and Jeg of the litte Invalld hung Ump  yeed to do with Ler own tiny dog Yeurs .
and useless. and years age. But she can never obey the =

ton, a little oid
gray-kalred child

“P iysis,” sald the doo . “She may never get well, ; )
Paralyss RS doctor B - eull, Bomielimes she can walk parily doross

It 15 likely 10 spread, and affect other paris of her  body

wlays with dolls ) ~ the poots: all the rost of 'he tUne—OXoops
£ Maybe thut will not bappen now, bul Iater on, 1 om sirald, it = 3 S
through all the 7 when she I8 Iving In her bed —she n t gt
will,
weary days— - ) o+ In the easy chalr that is pulied vp close 1o
¥ That was fiflty-two yoars ago. The Hizle invalid fe still F 4 -
plays with dells, ke window, and look out through the

an invalld, The kittens and the pupples grew, bhecume old.and
died, staring, blue-eyed dolly became covercd with dust snd
then with mald, and rotted away. The great rustlng trecs
them, and puils them v bed; snd makes queer little angmios and the soft waving grass disappeared, sad In thelr piaces
for them to wear, and queer Mutie quilts for them 10 S o0 0l cng then houses; and then aany more houses,

4 p pric =troke, and for many week
—iar- aud strects and giaring white sidewalks asd other things ond paralytl ke, and i .

sl dresses glass punes or the wire soreen

them, and scolds Now and titen crucl pains rack her paor
head: bul for mes: of the wme she do-s
not suffer. Six months ago she had a

It was theaght she could never agsin leave

Slay er. Sk 8 bew in s for nfty-
Her name is Clay Jeter. he has been doing thi that accompany the city in its encroaehm 1t upon the great

oW 3 1ce her hs r Iden, and - her bl T aralyal wd to one sb
;.Uo‘:‘:uu—atﬂ she is now 8. Once nur h::r W : ‘1: en, -lrd country thit Nature made. 1 l‘b e The paralysis sprend to ull: ®
; t1te ut the house an wf b 0 : i 0 be e
er ¢ was chubby, Then she trotted @ And what of the little Invalia? ¢r throat, and she bad to el
yard and fieids, and played wild games with the kittens and stie Nived though a sliver tube, But doctors know
- v . i fly ian that i " ’ S
the pupples tkat were members of the big farully i Her body grow. bat fts growth wis vut of e syminsetical beiter how 1o handle such cases than they s

country home on the site of what is now Goode avenue and did half a century ago, and the spreqnd -

tininess of the child lnto the pitiful shapelessnuss of the weak-
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Whittier street.  She man and romped, and wok her pupples of the wouble was checked and final’y -‘L' LN
RN Swrart, turned back. so that now she I mo worse Eo iOh\.'» As SHE w\b HEJ? DCLL JBN.D OIliE'E CHILDQE)I [O
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and her kittcns and ber doll on long.long tramps—out through Her mind remained as it was—that of a prattling tot of & = = =

the big rustling trees, and across soft waving paiches of The yeurs whitened the thin halr, ard darkened 1od Ghan She has Dean for ait these yeuts. P -}\.\1 ";'\' ;T:"i .'1‘ e T-”.EQE- 15 .J.\EOTTHHG EL::JE. TO Dﬁbim .'}-
grass, to Lthe side of a spring which was the great journey of wrinkied the poor face; they dimmed the blue ecyes and Twa years ago Clay Jeter's mother died. Ly

& furlong from her home. And there, with dolly in her framed them with faint white brows and deep crows’ feet— Before that—many years before—her father

> i " . had died. 3 u 0
armg, and with the kittens and the pupples curled at her feet but Jeft in them the Jook of the Hittle chlld: they widened tho ed. But the womun-child does not i

rould fall asleep in the cool shade and know what death is.
and at ber head, she would :‘4 cep e t:) breadthh of the shoulders—but bent them over untll the chest “Where is mamma?" ghe asked her sist those dayw, now psks, "Whoe i Ged!'  Qer dlm syes  hope or despalr, In llle or death? They are only words whose
dream of fairles until ene ef her companions would cal was sunken and weak; they lengthened tte arms and legw- > ARERCE DEr Bisler for many days Lrkghten Bt th ight of galiy-calored pictuge el clugs Loy paniug =he ducs not understand, So long as she hag ber
Ard then sho forgot—except thut ahe often usks If she dd  punds when shie Lears muslc; she stlil Jdremms and ks of  gon © cllidren to play with, and the green grass

byt : ras tme
her {n the universal language of babyhood that it was tme o paisied the poor miuscies that control Lient.

- not once hayv - little pirls have fajries and Lo i irves X . there elre
for them 1o wo home. lie yoars Jaft the mind as it was on the Gay When &-year- ; ® 4 mamma, as other lttle girls have, al = > ‘ . ) ) . .ll' l.' look 0}:‘ Uw:d.‘ . :;.m i
One day the kittens and the pupples missed thelr play- Somet!imes the children tease ber. I scems so odd <o HLE HOL-BAE RS TS TR s never feel the: woRdess. o world,

Al : G et D ¢ld Clay Jeter obeyed Its careless promptings and took her five & gray i Hio I 00 ol : Mr, i3 cker took b does Liet exist 8She has never ridden on & street
mate. Poor dolly was left to stare nlone from the corner kittens and her pupples and doily for that last excursion oty - halred playmate who i 10 older than themselves W . © for the yellow iy ers of the Suburban line that
which ghe had been “put to bed” the night before. The litle 5o ; She may laugh at them, not understanding thelr taunt=: or I i 3 CAr dron path two blocks away, she does mot

- - s hes v fare wie § ghe may My in 4 -m—for al & world s w0 il I e o ktgw 1hat "o, are a part of human life. F
girl with the golden balr and (he chubl pow W The litile ol gray-haired child Hves with her alster, who w ¥ Ny inte a wantrem—for all the world as whe | ! o A “u: l::. _:m ; :“ R ;"t;bﬂ'. there is
roses in her cheeks were doubly red, and the heat of fever 2 5 those far-away days when she bad golden hair and <hubby ' > P 5 = s ugly red ob
™ is the wife of Charles H. Becker, & saldsman for a large Shnille Then. sh 1 o g™ 61 teg? d r cross e way. There are no paved streets, and
. and eukE, L she w sCre Land St » e foit: an f = <

burned her pretty blue eyes until they ached stung. ®  wholesale dry goods firm. Her room I3 the back one on the ~NE el Bdudaciicu M OE Tos e & ! = s 5 - and valiroad teatos and ssamboats; heve sve
doctor came, and took the fat brown hand in his own, and second fioor of the pretty home of the Beokers In Wellston— very angry, may seek to sceratch and pull hair. Mut stie can For six yenrs physiclams T lturches and theaters—no scenes of reveiry and no piaces
never reach her momentary enemy. She may arlse from her old Joctor who had fvat cloom—no love and hate—no passion and strife—no pursoit

shook his bead. o Garfield avenue, two blocks west of the Suburban tracks.
And for many, many days he came—and went—snd cams , wingow looks out upon a wide yurd, where the grass is
again; and ‘Mn:‘"t::: of the poor ':“u' sufferer sat “I x: soft and green, and where a few tall forest trees rustles soft-
bedside ¢ay and night, placing and replacing damp cloths U ope
y In summer and sigh sudly in winter. Under one of these por. Hitls wld gray-Ladred ehilid will continue s she Is uniil ham- dew—the black and white spotted dog that tugs at

upon the burning brow and couxing the biistered lips to opea (., Lo ot which the :
poor littie woman-child looks wist- T re giv e e leaw ™ door kennel—the
to the nasty doses thut the doctor sald she should take. fully, but which she may never enjoy; close beside It is the She kuows the letters and the childizh pravers taught her :::;‘_“::“:";"‘“H W e’ pattls anit Hie Touvas tha phce :hr;: ::::":‘:hm‘: ::: dolt ";-‘:m she
After & time the fever gagsed away, The roses were ab- keunel of & fox terrier, who barks and tugs at his unylelding &t ber mother's knee, but no othors. And, as she askad In ;’he ltgle old child never hoped. What Is there, to her, In her love and cara

chalr; but ber limbs, refusing to bear even so sfight a pur- Fondered Bl hopeless vepitet—"She will'never got well™ ef zold and wisdom. Yesterday Is forgotten: to-day is bright
S doo B = Lefore the father died his hope had el The muther nou ur gray; te-morrow is—nothing. To her there is maught |
. P her to the floor, where sbe can only ory out da et (4 pors fur o longer thme: but after yeurs and ¥ all this world except the four walls of her room—the

rage and beat ber trembling hands against the senseless cur-  too, =uw the frulilesspess -.r'n all. Now no one afud the trees and wie houses that she can see from her
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